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Tuesday, December 8th.

I succeeded far beyond my hopes in planning out "A Great
Man " yesterday, and in maMng a detailed sketch of the first
chapter. I was, however, and I remain, extremely dissatisfied
and discontented with my general condition. I suppose I shall
always be more or less like this. I cannot think of any device
or policy by which I could change my condition with any prospect
of improvement, I want to be free and fettered at the same time,
and it can't be done.

I read the first act of " Othello " last night, and it did me
good.

Friday, December nth.

Yesterday I worked from 10 a.m. to n p.m., chiefly on " A
Great Man".

There was a long article in Le Temps on Herbert Spencer,
which confirmed the view which Wells expressed to me about
him in the early part of last year ; namely, that as a thinker,
he was ' woolly '.

I meant to go and see Brieux's " Robe Rouge " at the Theatre
du Peuple, but as I was busy, and as they had allotted 500 seats
to ' midinettes ' last night, I refrained. Three plays of Brieux's
are being done in Paris this week : The new " Maternite " at
Antoine's, " Le Berceau " at the Comedie Mondaine, and the
" Robe Rouge ".

Saturday, December
I finished yesterday the first chapter of " A Great Man ". At
night, "Qu'est ce qu'on risque," new revue at La Cigale.
I was thoroughly bored, in every way. Happily we had dined
well at the Hippodrome Restaurant.

Sunday, December
After buying papers and tea yesterday I lunched at the little
creamery in the Place de la TrinM Then I came home and
read various papers and periodicals and " Casanova ", and fell
asleep, sleeping uncomfortably. Then I tried seriously to find
the ideas for Chapter II of new novel ; I had been more or less
asking * for them all morning; no success. Then I went out
for a walk, and felt tired even in starting. I walked through
the St. Lazare quarter to the Madeleine and turned along the
139